CHAPTER 46 


May 29, 2011 


“Alright, so I’ve come up with some ideas for what to do with the rest of my 
money.” 


Chie had been sitting on the couch in Justin’s living room when he reemerged from 
his room with an old notebook. The two had started to make a habit of meeting up 
at Justin’s house to make plans for the weekend, though it seemed Justin was more 
interested in just hanging around the house all day this time around. Still, the two 
did enjoy each other’s company, and it seemed everyone else was busy, so Chie 
decided to stick around anyway. Knowing Justin, he’d think up some wild antics for 
them to engage in sooner or later anyway. 


“Shoot.” 


Justin took a seat next to Chie on the couch, opening the note book in his hands, 
flipping the cover around to the back. The white canvas was littered with lists of 
bullet points, arrows pointing which way and that, and more than a few drawings of 
Chie kicking Yosuke in the balls. Chie’s face got a bit red when she realized that the 
drawings were supposed to depict her; though she couldn’t tell if she was supposed 
to be pissed that Justin had captured such an unladylike moment, or flattered that 
he had drawn a good four or five pictures of her in the process. Maybe a little of 
both. All the same, she didn’t so much as speak up on the matter as Justin flipped 
over a few more pages, making his way to a more recent page. Justin cleared his 
throat slightly after making his way to the page he had been looking for. 


“Alright, idea number one. Buy a new guitar.” 


Chie’s eyes lifted up slightly. She hadn’t expected Justin’s ideas to be so... sane. Of 
course, that interpretation changed much later on down the list, but it was good to 
know that he thought with some degree of sanity. Chie smiled at the suggestion. 


“That’s a good one.” Her smile slowly faded into a frown though when she 
remembered the guitar Justin had been eyeing. 10,000 yen didn’t so much as 
scratch the surface of how much that would cost. “But aren’t those really 
expensive?” 


“I've still got some money I’ve been saving by skipping lunch a few days, plus the 
money | won from Yosuke’s bet. Should be around 20,000 yen.” Chie wasn’t sure 
whether or not she should be pissed that Justin did have the funds to pay for 
Yosuke’s bet when Chie, Yukiko, and Yu had almost paid for the bet on his behalf. 
Really, she probably should have asked. “With 20,000 yen, | can probably pick up a 
cheap Fender Squire. It’s no Les Paul, but it’ll do.” 


“Alright, so what are the other ideas?” 


“Let’s see...” Justin muttered as he scanned through the list, looking for some of his 
better ideas. “Oh here’s a good one. Take all the money | have to the bank, have 
them convert it all into change, fill a pool with it, and go swimming in Yosuke’s 
money. And then invite Yosuke over.” 


“| should have known the crazy ideas would come out sooner or later.” 
“So that’s a no then?” 


Chie shook her head at Justin as he chuckled softly to himself. As much as he did 
want to try doing that at some point, carrying a shit ton of coins over to his house 
and back would be a real pain in the ass. Not to mention he didn’t think it was 
physically possible to swim through a stack of solid objects. Bury yourself? Sure. 
Swim? Nope. 


“Okay, then... buy Chie a filet.” 
“Oooooh! | like that one!” 


“And in parenthesis next to it: It’s funny cause no one sells filet in Inaba.” Justin 
smirked as Chie’s face changed from over-enthusiasm, to rage. He had done that on 
purpose just to get a reaction out of her. And it worked. Chie smacked him upside 
the back of his head. Justin only seemed to laugh harder though as her hand made 
contact with his skull. 


“What was that for?” He choked up over laughter. 
“For getting my hopes up!” 


“Actually, this brings me to the next item on my list. Buy a cup for when you tell 
Chie that one.” 


“You're gonna need one soon, if you don’t shut up.” She said, glaring at him. 
Justin’s laughter died down, though he still wore a huge smile over his face. 


“C’mon, you know you loved it.” He paused for a brief moment, expecting a chuckle 
or a shove from Chie, but alas, it seemed that crotch-kicking jokes were off-limits. 
Oh well, live and learn... “Okay, this one is my personal favorite. Use money to buy 
more money.” 


“You’re not even trying any more, are you?” 
“| stopped trying after number two.” 


“What's number two?” 


“It’s a secret.” Justin smirked, closing the notebook on her, just in case she tried to 
take a peak. Line number two read, ‘Save up money to take Chie to Trial of the 
Dragon 2’. In actuality, he had already decided to go with option number two, 
putting aside a good 3,000 yen of his money so he could get tickets, and popcorn, 
and all that good stuff. He still had money set aside for his guitar fund, but alas, it 
seemed he would be going without his six strings for another few weeks. 


Chie shot Justin a confused look. If Justin wasn’t letting her know about something, 
it meant one of two things: One, he was setting up a surprised for her, or Two: He 
was about to do something really stupid. She was leaning more towards the latter. 


“What are you up to?” 


“Just the total and utter extinction of mankind so | can make way for the polar bear 
master race. You know; the usual.” 


“| can’t even tell if you’re serious or not.” Chie remarked. Knowing how much Justin 
loved bear puns, she wouldn’t put it beneath him to try and give them complete 
reigns over everything and everyone in society. It would be like Planet of the Apes; 
but with bears. 


“Well | guess you'll just have to check the news tonight.” Justin smirked slightly 
before the sound of the two’s conversation was interrupted by the sound of 
knocking. Justin had a pretty good idea who it was too. Other than Chie, there was 
only one person who stopped by his house on a regular basis. He stood up and 
straightened his back before making his way to the door. He made sure to 
exchange his usual fist pound with his guest as he opened the door. 


“Sup Kurt.” Justin said, moving to the side to let Kurt in. Chie smiled slightly from 
her end of the room. It wasn’t uncommon for Kurt to stop in for a few minutes when 
she had been hanging out at Justin’s house as of late. Sure, he was technically a 
criminal, but as she got to know him overtime, she realized he was actually a pretty 
good guy. Kurt made his way in the house, tipping his fedora forward slightly, a 
wide grin across his face. 


“Oh hey, Kurt.” Chie added from where she was sitting, a smile across her face. Kurt 
responded by giving her two finger guns and smiling back. She thought it was 
hilariously awkward, but then, that was part of Kurt’s charm, she supposed. He was 
friendly enough not to give a fuck about how stupid he looked. 


“Hey, Chie.” He said before turning back towards Justin. “I’ve got good news for 
you.” 


Justin raised an eyebrow slightly. Good news? He knew Kurt had been pulling some 
strings with his contacts to get information on Maya... Perhaps it pertains to that. 


“Well don’t hog it all for yourself. Spill the beans, man.” Kurt smiled slightly, 
adjusting his fedora again. He seemed to do that a lot; it was like a nervous habit of 
sorts, except he did it even when he wasn’t nervous. It was kind of like how Justin 
had to pace around as opposed to standing still, or drum along the side of his desk 
at school. 


“You’re still on the lookout for information on Maya, right? Well | told all my contacts 
to give me a ring if they found out anything else about Maya. | got a call this 
morning with something | think you’re gonna like.” 


“Alright, you’ve got my attention now.” 


Kurt smiled, though Justin did not. He wanted to smile, Knowing that more 
information meant the end of this Maya business would be coming closer, but when 
Kurt didn’t say anything else to Justin, he was a little weirded out. Instead of telling 
Justin some news or information that could help him, Kurt pulled a small, folded up 
piece of paper, and pressed it into Justin’s hand. More timesheets? Justin thought to 
himself. / didn’t know Kurt had a fax machine. |t wasn’t a timesheet, or a sales tab, 
or anything like that. Written on the crumpled up piece of paper was a number, area 
code 310. Justin didn’t recognize the number, but he certainly knew the area code. 
It was from California. He squinted at the paper, then at Kurt, then the paper again. 


“| hope you didn’t spend that prize money yet, overseas calls are expensive.” Kurt 
smirked. Justin had filled him in on the bet during one of his visits, so he was 
completely aware that Justin had 10,000 yen on the line. Though, Justin hadn’t told 
Kurt he had won yet, so he was a little confused about that. Maybe Kurt just sort of 
assumed he did; he wouldn’t put it behind Kurt to have so much confidence in the 
people he knew. 


Justin scrunched up the corners of his mouth slightly. He already spent 2,000 yen on 
Chie’s steak the other day, and another 3,000 yen he had set aside for Trial of the 
Dragon 2. That left him with 5,000 yen. Sure, it should cover a short overseas call, 
but he really wanted to get a replacement guitar, and he didn’t even know who the 
hell he was calling. Or for what he was supposed to be calling. Chie eventually stood 
up and made her way over to Justin’s side, curious as to what he had been holding 
in his hand. She seemed just as confused by the number Kurt had handed off to 
him. Justin starred at the paper for a good thirty seconds or so before pulling out his 
cell-phone. He hated himself for doing this already. 


He punched the numbers in slowly, partially in case he wanted to back out at the 
last minute, partially to make sure he didn’t put in a wrong number. Wrong numbers 
happen from time to time, sure, and usually you just shrug it off being a little 
embarrassed. But an overseas wrong number? 1200 yen straight down the drain. It 
took him a moment to finally push the call button, pressing the cell to his ear. He 
looked around at the expressions of those around him as the phone rang in his ear. 
Chie seemed slightly concerned, though curious at the same time. Kurt... Well, Kurt 


had a huge smile on his face. He was excited about whatever it was he did. The 
phone eventually stopped ringing, a voice coming through from the other side. 


Hello? 


Justin blinked twice in quick succession, his eyes focusing on Kurt. He immediately 
recognized the voice. 


“...Maya?” Justin choked up. 
.. Justin? 


Justin smiled at Kurt, his eyes watering over slightly. Kurt only responded by tipping 
his fedora forward slightly, a wide grin across his face. Chie’s mouth opened up into 
an o shape, as though she couldn’t believe what she just heard. Justin lowered his 
eyes once more, trying to hide the tears welling up behind his eye lids from his 
friends. 


H-how did you get my number? Maya eventually spoke up on her end, confusedly. 
“Kurt gave it to me...” 
Waitwhat!? What the hell are you doing talking with Kur-- 


“Calm down, Maya. He’s been working with me to try and find you for the last 
month or so. He’s not mad about that cigarette thing either. He never was.” Justin 
tried to casually explain. He had forgotten that Maya had been deathly afraid of 
Kurt the last time she mentioned him. He knew she bought cigarettes from him 
again later, though, which begged the question, why would she see Kurt again if she 
was So afraid? He shrugged slightly. Maybe the cigarette incident stuck in her head 
more than anything else. 


There was dead silence on Maya’s end for a while. Justin could very much hear her 
breathing, the slightest sound of her pacing about being audible through the phone. 


re prem Cee 


She was at a loss for words. | mean, when someone you haven't seen in two years 
calls you up out of the blue after having someone you thought was trying to kill you 
gave them your number, you probably would be too. Justin looked around the room 
again, as though expecting the others to tell him what to say. Not that they would 
know, of course. This was between him and Maya, not them. 


“... eddie said you were looking for me.” 


Teddie? You mean-- 


“Yes, Maya, that Teddie.” Justin said, trying to be very careful about the whole 
television thing while Kurt was still in the room. Kurt had no idea who this Teddie 
guy was, so he was a bit confused all the same. 


H-how did you get inside the TV? 


“It’s... It’s a long story...” Justin paused slightly. He knew exactly what he wanted to 
ask, and he realized that beating around the bush like this wasn’t getting him 
anywhere. He decided to jump into the heart of the matter. “Maya... what 
happened?” 


What? | don't... 
“That week in December, Maya. The one with the Midnight Channel.” 


The other end of the phone grew dead silent for what seemed like a good ten 
seconds or so. 


... hat’s it? 
“What?” 


It’s been two years since we’ve talked, and the first thing you ask me, the very first 
fucking thing, is to tell you about the most traumatic experience of my entire life!? 


“Maya, jee" 
No, fuck you Justin! Don’t call this number again! 


And with that Justin could hear the slightest blip in the call, indicating that Maya had 
hung up. He couldn’t believe it. She was right there, and he fucking blew it. He 
should have known better just to bring it up like that, but even then... He just 
starred at the ground for a brief moment before dropping the phone, the back side 
opening to give the battery wiggle room as it collided with the floor. Kurt who had 
been smiling this entire time, soon started to frown. He was too far away to hear the 
conversation, but he knew something had gone horribly wrong. As for Chie... Well 
she had been standing right next to Justin, so she had heard every word of the 
conversation. She bit at her bottom lip as she looked at Justin, his eyes unmoving, 
his face angled towards the ground, his arm growing limp as it fell down towards his 
side. 


“Justin...” 


Justin shook his head to side to side for a brief moment, before abruptly turning and 
throwing his fist into the wall he had been leaning against. “Goddammit!” He 

shouted, removing his hand from the fresh hole he had made in the structure of his 
house. Kurt and Chie were both at a loss for words. Kurt had thought this would be a 


pleasant surprise for him, but rather, it only ended with Justin punching a hole in his 
wall. His fist was bleeding slightly after his outburst, though he didn’t care. 


“lam a complete FUCKING moron!” Justin screamed, his forehead leaning against 
the wall he had just torn through with his fist. 


“C’mon, you didn’t know...” Chie spoke up, trying to calm Justin down. 


“Of course | fucking knew! We fucking MUGGED someone, Chie!” Justin face went 
blank as soon as the words left his mouth. He had been so angry he forgot to censor 
himself. 


“You did what!?” Chie and Kurt spoke up in complete synchronization. 


“We needed the money to pay back Kurt.” Justin choked up, shaking his head. He 
didn’t want to answer a single one of their questions, but he had brought it 
completely upon himself. The look Chie was giving him... He fucked up, big time. 
She had this combination of shock, disgust, and concern all on her face at once, 
though disgust was the most prominent. He was expecting her and Kurt to walk out 
that door at any moment, leaving him to wallow about in his sins and misery. 
Instead, he was surprised to feel a hand rest upon his shoulder. It wasn’t Chie’s 
though. 


“Dude... I’m sorry...” 
“The fuck are YOU sorry for?” 


“| shouldn’t have made her pay me back. | mean, yeah, it was a lot of money; but | 
should have known better than to ask a slumdog to be paying for my inventory.” 


“Don’t call her a slumdog you piece of shit!” Justin’s eyes dropped into a glare 
again. He knew exactly what was coming out of his mouth at this point, but he 
couldn’t seem to force them down anymore. Kurt was right, this was entirely his 
fault. And then he had the nerve to call one of his only friends a slumdog? Behind all 
that charm was nothing but a low-life feeding on the week. He was no better than 
the rest of the people he knew in California. Kurt averted his eyes, puffing up some 
hot air. 


“Sorry, | didn’t mean--“ 
“Yes you fucking did!” 
“Justin, calm down, he’s just trying to--“ 


“Oh, shut the fuck up.” Justin said, turning his blind rage towards Chie next. Her 
jaw dropped, her head recoiled backwards in disbelief. Justin took jabs at her a lot, 
but he had never said something like that to her. She didn’t approve in the 
slightest. “Don’t think | don’t see you giving me that fucking look, like I’m some 


goddamn lunatic. Yeah, that’s right, | fucking mugged someone. And you know 
what? | probably shot him too! How’s that for crazy, you bitch!” 


“Excuse me!?” Her expression of disbelief turned into a glare almost immediately. 
“You heard me!” 


Chie shook her head for a brief moment before kneeing Justin straight in the gut. 
She understood he was angry, but when he called her a bitch, he crossed the line. 
Justin grabbed his gut and fell to his knees in pain. She hadn’t just hit him, she 
fucking NAILED him. He swore he could taste a little bit of vomit in his mouth. 


“We’re just trying to help, you asshole!” She shouted in his face, as he reeled over 
in pain. Her glare softened though when she noticed tears streaming down his face. 
He wasn’t crying because it hurt, however. He was crying because he understood 
everything he was saying; everything he was doing, and yet, he had no control over 
himself. He didn’t mean to call her a bitch, or call Kurt a piece of shit, yet he 
couldn’t stop himself. He turned his attention up towards Chie for a moment, her 
glare having subsided to a look of concern. 


“.,.Get the fuck out of my house.” He muttered, his voice rhaspy from anger. 
“Wha--But--“ 


“Both of you! Get the fuck out!” He shouted louder this time, his eyes red, tears still 
streaming down his face. Chie’s face scrunched up, her bottom lip quivered, her 
eyes filled with tears. Even Kurt was at disbelief as to what was going on, as he 
turned his fedora down to avoid making eye contact with the man in front of him. 


“Fine! I’m not coming back either!” Chie eventually shouted, before dashing out the 
main door, tears in her eyes. Kurt stared at the door for a brief moment, his chest 
feeling as though it had grown heavy, before he eventually turned to Justin. He had 
told Kurt to leave, but after seeing how he had made Chie cry like that... That’s no 
way to treat a lady. His gaze dropped into a glare as he laid his eyes on Justin. 


“What the fuck is wrong with you!?” Kurt said, getting up in Justin’s face. Justin had 
started to stand up again, using the wall as a support to regain his balance. 


“| said get out!” 


“You called your girlfriend a bitch just because your other fucking girlfriend wants 
nothing to do with you anymore? Sooner or later, you’re gonna have to get the fuck 
over Maya.” 


“You motherfucker...!” Justin grunted as he went to take a swing at Kurt, nailing him 
clean in the jaw. Kurt placed his hand around his jaw, cracking it back into position. 


“Oh, so that’s how this is going to go down.” 


Out of nowhere, Kurt sent his own fist sailing back at Justin, clean in the head. There 
was so much force in the blow that it had managed to knock Justin’s skull back into 
the wall, knocking him out cold. 


December 6, 2009 


“Jesus Christ, we’ve been walking for hours.” Justin moaned as the two explored 
every nook and crannie of the town. His legs were killing him, and he already knew 
his father was going to give him hell. He no doubt had called the house at some 
point, and when Justin didn’t answer... Well, let’s just say Justin hoped his father 
thought he was sleeping. 


“Quit your bitching.” Maya exclaimed, opening up another garbage lid, expecting to 
find some way out. They had explored this city thoroughly, and still couldn’t quite 
understand what it was all supposed to mean. Why was it worn away? Why did it 
look exactly like the place Maya and Justin hungout? What the fuck is up with the 
green fog? Not a single question was answered, and at this point, they both just 
wanted out. 


“Ugh, | feel sick... Well, sicker...” 


“| Know what you mean, my stomach’s in knots right now.” Maya moaned slightly, 
sighing as she found no exit in the dumpster she had been digging through. 


“Can we sit down for a second...” Justin said, holding his sides. He had been walking 
for ages, and his ribs were starting to kill him from all the exercise. Maya sighed 
Slightly before sitting down. Justin of course took that as a yes to his question, 
sitting down besides her. Funny enough, they were in their usual hangout spot 
when they slid their backs down the brick wall behind them. Maya dug around in her 
pockets for a slight moment before dropping an entire pack of cigarettes between 
them. Justin was a little surprised to say the least. 


“Where did you get an entire pack from?” 


“Well this whole TV thing had me really stressed, so | bought a pack from Kurt.” She 
said pulling out two cigarettes; one for her, one for Justin. She handed one to Justin 
along with her lighter, allowing him to light his own cigarette before she lit hers. He 
took a drag of the cigarette before handing the lighter back off to Maya. God he 
really needed a smoke right now. 


“| knew this was a bad idea.” He said, choking up a bit of smoke, as Maya lit up her 
own cigarette. She took a drag before turning to Justin. 


“Look, I’m sorry. | didn’t think it’d be a one way trip.” 


“Please don’t say that. There’s got to be a way out around here somewhere.” 
“What if there’s not?” 


“Then | won’t be looking forward to eating my shoes.” He half-joked. Maya sighed 
for a moment, before she straightened her back up, a slight look of confusion on her 
face. 


“Do you hear that?” 
Justin exchanged a funny look with Maya. He hadn't heard a thing. 
“Hear what?” 


“Sounds like an acoustic guitar. | swear I’ve heard that riff before somewhere too... | 
think it was Coheed and Cambria who wrote it. God what was the song though...” 


“| don’t hear anything.” 
Maya sighed slightly looking at the ground. 


“Maybe it’s my imagination.” She shrugged slightly. Maybe she just had a song 
stuck in her head or something, so she was hearing things. The two sat in total quiet 
for a few moments, smoking their cigarettes, trying to get their energy back. They 
weren’t just going to lay down and die, after all, they needed to keep searching. But 
to do that, they needed their strength. All the same, the two jumped up almost 
immediately when an unfamiliar sound reached their ears. 


“Huh? Wh-what are you guys doing here.” 


“Sweet mother of fuck.” Justin exclaimed in shock, his hand over his chest. There 
was someone else here, and even if he didn’t know who they are, or what they 
wanted, their sudden vocalization scared the ever-loving shit out of him as it broke 
through the silence. He turned his head over to see the source of the sound, only for 
his skin to grow pale, his chest feeling heavy. Standing before him was a small, 
robust mascot. He was dressed up like a bear, and goddamn was he colorful. Maya 
who had also jumped at the sound, scrunched one of her cheeks up, her eye 
squinted slightly. What the hell is a mascot doing here, she thought. 


“Who the hell are you?” She spoke up from her end. 
“That’s what | want to know! Who are you people, and what are you doing here.” 


“Hey, she asked you first.” Justin added starting to stand up. He didn’t like this 
guy’s sudden appearance, and he was ready to defend himself if worst come to 
worse. Maya soon followed Justin’s lead, dusting off her shirt as she stood. 


“I'm Teddie. Now who are you people?” 


“I’m Justin, and this is Maya. We uh... We came in through a television set.” Justin 
tried to explain. He figured if this is the world inside of a television, then whoever 
this guy is; he should know that he’s inside a television. So there was no reason to 
beat around the bush when addressing the issue at hand. Maya scrunched her brow 
for a split second. Yeah, that explains it alright, though I’m not sure that we should 
be telling this guy anything. 


“What are you guys doing in here? Don’t you know it’s dangerous?” 


“Well, Maya here thought it would be interesting to see what was on the other 
side.” 


“| stuck my hand into a television; quit acting like that wasn’t a reasonable 
reaction.” 


“We've been trying to find our way out for the last few hours. And | haven’t seen 
anything dangerous yet. Except maybe this fog. Why the fuck is it green?” 


The mascot only shrugged at Justin’s inquiry. “We-Well | know the way out.”” 


“You do?” The mascot nodded, a smile across his face. Up until now, the mascot 
hadn't really shown any facial expression, so Justin had been startled by the 
mascot’s mask moving. No suit can do that. He wanted to question how the hell that 
worked, but figured that it wouldn’t be worth pissing off the guy offering them away 
out. 


“Here, watch.” 


The mascot turned around; and in a sudden explosion of purple smoke, three 
televisions appeared stacked on top of each other. Of course, it took Justin and 
Maya a while to notice it, what with the smoke going into their eyes and lungs. Once 
the smoke cleared, however, their jaws practically dropped. What the hell was this 
thing that it just summoned three televisions out of thin air? 


“What in the fuck?” 


“Just climb through there and you'll be back where you came from.” Teddie smiled. 
Maya tapped the screen causing it to shimmer at her touch. She would stick her 
head through, but she figured that the worst case scenario placed Justin’s father in 
his house. If they were going to jump out of the screen, they were going to do it all 
at once. Justin was completely dumbfounded. He had too many questions to ignore 
them now. 


“Alright, so if you can just summon the way out, what are you still doing here?” 


“Huh? What do you mean? | live here.” Justin dropped the topic at that. Given the 
way his mask seemed to move, and he could summon an exit like that, he wouldn’t 
be surprised if this ‘mascot’ actually did spawn from whatever backwards world this 


was he had been in. He shrugged slightly, before tapping his own finger against the 
screen. It seemed to respond to him too, which was strange because it hadn’t done 
so the other way around. All the same, the sensation was strange. It was like 
touching electrified water, a tingling sensation reaching through his finger. He 
turned to give Maya a quick nod before the two attempted to leave. Their foot had 
already gone through when they heard Teddie from behind. 


“W-wait, you guys are leaving already?” 


The two removed their feet from the screen before turning towards each other, a 
look of confusion on their face. He seemed to have wanted them out earlier. 


“Well, yeah. We’ve got to get home. Why?” 


“We-well, you’re the first people I’ve met in her in a long time.” He said, a frown on 
his face. He looked almost lonely; a trait that seemed to reach out to Maya, who 
returned his saddened stare. She looked at Justin for a split moment before turning 
to Teddie again. 


“Well... Do you always enter the same spot through the television?” 
“Huh? W-well yeah...” 


“Well... What if you set the televisions up so we could come in and out? We could 
come visit you.” 


“Maya, what the hell are you doing.” 
“Quiet you.” 

“Huh, y-you mean you’d come back?” 
“| don’t see why not.” 


The bear looked like he was going to tear up at any moment; or at least, if he could. 
Justin wasn’t sure how much one could cry in a bear suit, assuming it was a suit of 
course. 


“I-I'll leave the televisions right there so you can come and go.” Teddie smiled 
Slightly. 


“Alright then, it’s a deal.” Maya smiled at him before giving a quick nod. She turned 
to press her hand against the screen again, Justin following her lead only a split 
second after. “I’ll see you later Teddie.” She said, giving a quick wave before Justin 
and her stepped through the television screen. Teddie waved back, though Justin 
couldn't see it. 


May 29, 2011 


“Why am | doing this...” Chie muttered to herself as she knocked at Justin’s door. It 
was late, almost midnight in fact, when she opted to make her way back to Justin’s 
house. After all that had gone down, she just couldn’t rest easy with the things he 
had said. And though every fiber of her being said to let Justin go fuck himself, she 
had to settle things. There wasn’t so much as a sound from the inside after Chie 
knocked on the door. She had figured at first that it was Justin having fallen asleep 
early; after all, it was fairly common knowledge that when Justin didn’t need to stay 
up for the Midnight Channel, he went to bed fairly early. 


She knocked again all the same. It had started to drizzle out, and while she could 
easily walk home in this weather, it would be nice to be inside for the short duration 
of the storm. However, when she knocked again this time, the door came loose. It 
had been open the entire time, and no one had opened the door for her. She was 
confused as to why the door had been open, but made her way inside anyway. 


“Justin?” She said, as she made her way into the house. She looked around. The 
wall still had a hole in it, but other than that, everything seemed to look the same... 
Except for Justin’s phone, which had still conveniently been smashed against the 
floor. She raised an eyebrow in slight confusion. He didn’t pick it up and put it on 
the counter? Justin was a neat-freak, so that didn’t make a lick of sense; but then, 
she realized how Justin got when he was pissed off over something. All the same, 
she carefully picked the phone up, pushing the battery back into place. The phone 
flickered back to life in the process, beeping to indicate he had missed some calls 
while his phone was indisposed off. Chie was a little curious, so she flipped the 
phone over. Three missed calls from a 310 number. Chie sighed slightly. Thanks a 
lot Maya, you bitch. 


She gently put the phone down on the counter before heading up the stairs and 
pushing open Justin’s bedroom door. Nothing. The sheets weren’t even thrown 
apart, so it wasn’t like he had been in bed recently. Chie bit her bottom lip slightly. 
Justin clearly wasn’t in the house, yet the door had been open. What the hell had 
been going on there? She made a sound of concern under her breath before rushing 
back down the stairs to take a closer look around. She looked around the kitchen 
area again, though she noticed something she hadn’t the first time around. On the 
wall was the slightest tint of brown, dried blood. It hadn’t even been on the spot 
Justin had punched a hole in the wall; it was over to the side. Hell looking at it now, 
there was a few specks of blood on the floor too. 


Chie didn’t know what was going on, but whatever it was, it involved bloodshed. 

And she didn’t like that one bit. She was about to pull out her cell phone to call her 
friends, hoping that maybe they had seen hide or hair of Justin, when suddenly the 
slightest buzzing sound became audible behind her. She turned around to find the 


television screen had sprung to life. It had turned Midnight during her search, and it 
was technically raining out, so it made sense for the Midnight Channel to be on. 
That wasn’t what had concerned her. What concerned her was the silhouette 
standing in the middle of the room. She immediately dropped the phone that had 
been in her hand. The picture didn’t need to be in focus for her to recognize who it 
was. 


On the Midnight Channel that night had been Justin, standing with his hands in his 
pocket, a cigarette sticking out of his mouth. 


